74                        ENTERTAINING GANDHI
Hughes, author of Tom Browtfs Schooldays. When
we first asked her to come,, she said she wouldn't.
Why should she take up the time of such a man ?
Wkat need was there for her to speak to him, to
hear Him or to see him In the flesh, when for so
many years he had been continually in her prayers?
We had to explain to her that our guest wanted to
see her and* she must come. He had heard so much
about the fight she had put up forty-five years ago
for the wretched inmates of the workhouse In those
days. She had wrung concessions for them from
unwilling hands, she had never stopped fighting.
She was still in the same spot to-day, living in a little
converted public-house, reserving for herself only
one tiny, eight by ten foot room for her living-room,
work-room and office. She spent scarcely a penny
on herself. " Aren't you cold this bitter weather
with no fire here? " I would ask. With charac-
teristic energy she would stretch her warm hand
out and clasp mine.
" Feel me/5 she would say. " How can I be cold
when I am always burning with indignation at the
sufferings of the poor? "
We took her up to Mr. Gandhi's cell early one
morning. He rose up to greet her. There they
stood looking at each other level-eyed, clasping
hands, with smiling recognition and understanding.
eeWhafs this I hear?" she said, "that there's
talk of your going? But that Is nonsense. This
place is made for you. Don't you see that? It fits
you exactly and you suit it. You grew here. It's
Kingsley*s Hall. Kingsley Lester was a young man